During the 1997 Society for Pediatric Research (SPR) meetings, Joe Butterfield and I decided, on the spur of the moment, to have dinner at a popular Washington, DC restaurant. We did not have reservations and were told we could wait if we wanted, but that the wait might be long. It was. Joe and I and Bill Keenan (who joined us later) waited in an open bar area near the middle of the restaurant. I am sure we were there for at least two hours, but we didn't mind because the wine was good and Bill and I were entertained by the never-ending stream of people who stopped by to chat with Joe. Joe Butterfield knows everyone! Who is this guy who knows so many people and why is he special? He is not known for any remarkable discoveries as an investigator. His contributions to the literature are always amusing, if not earth shattering. So, what is so special about Joe? The answer is easy if you know the man. First, he has been the personification of the neonatal-perinatal movement. He stood for quality care for mothers and babies before it was popular, i.e., before the concept of regionalized care was commonly accepted. He became the conscience of that movement and never backed off. When quality began to suffer because of what Joe labeled "deregionalization," he spoke out again, and again. Joe either is responsible for or had a strong input into developing the overall concept of neonatology in this country, the Perinatal Section of the American Academy of Pediatrics, and the labeling of both regionalization and deregionalization of perinatal health care.
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These are reflections of the persona that Joe evinces at the national level. He is also well known for his many "pet" causes such as the Virginia Apgar stamp, reconstruction of the Apgar String Quartet instruments, and jazz happenings. Those of us who share written communications with Joe have long associated him with an almost illegible "loopy" handwriting, when he lets us in on his latest cause.
Locally, in Denver, CO, Joe has a different persona. There, he has been known as the voice of and for the Children's Hospital for as many years as I can remember. His roles have included faculty/ staff physician, administrative counsel, fund raiser, and cheerleader. Few would dispute the major role Joe has played in the success of the Children's Hospital.
To Perry, his wife, and the Butterfield children and grandchildren, Joe has always been the devoted husband, father, and grandfather. He enjoys Perry's accomplishments and has the same pride in them as if they were his own, if not more so. In spite of numerous national and international commitments, Joe has never lost sight of what is most important in his life, namely, his family.
To me, Joe has been many things, but most importantly, a loyal friend. We first met in Aspen, CO at one of Joe's early Aspen conferences. Glen Claybaugh from Mead Johnson Company had asked me to develop a midwest version of Mead Johnson's perinatal conference that Joe had initiated with the Aspen conference. Joe showed me the ropes, offered support and counsel, and soon the midwest version was off and running.
My reflections of Joe at the Aspen conference are many, but I can't help but recall one of Joe's "special" characteristics at that time. Before I reveal this, I hasten to add that he has recently recanted of this propensity. However, at the time, Joe had a huge appetite. He took all conference participants to a restaurant in Aspen that had a fronting similar to a mine shaft, in fact, I believe the name of the place was "The Shaft" or "The Pit" or something similar. The restaurant specialized in barbecued ribs. I will never forget the surprise of the group when Joe ordered two full orders of ribs and proceeded to polish them off! The orders were not small.
During my early years of friendship with Joe, we were drawn together by numerous mutual interests, including regionalized systems of perinatal health care, neonatal transport, golf, good food, and good wine. Also, we shared an abiding interest in regional perinatal organizations. Interestingly enough, we had different points of views on this issue. Joe felt that the Academy of Pediatrics working with the OB/Gyn Society should be the moving force and I, basing my experience with the Great Plains Organization in the midwest, felt that the regional organizations were better positioned because they also represented nurses and other perinatal professionals. In spite of these differences, we were united in our opposition to the so-called National Perinatal Organization taking over the function of regional organizations. At one point, Joe sent me a two-inch button with the letters "N-P-A" with a large red line drawn through them. It still hangs on my bulletin board.
In addition to special occasions, Joe and I almost always got together at the SPR meetings in the spring. During one meeting on the west coast, Joe shared the sad news of his daughter Brigid's death. The only reason he was at the meeting was because of obligations he felt he was committed to. Joe is adamant about honoring his obligations and so he came but with a heavy heart. We talked about this and
I asked him if there was something we could do that would give pleasant memories of Brigid and ease the burden for the day. His eyes brightened and he said, "Let's go to a baseball game if there is one in town." We were in Anaheim and the Angels were playing an afternoon game. We hopped on the BART and spent the rest of the day watching baseball and reminiscing. Later, Perry told me that day meant a lot to Joe-it did ease the pain. Little did I realize that Joe would be returning the favor in several years. Perhaps four to five years after Brigid died, my son was in a near fatal motorcycle accident. Hospitalization and recuperation in general required months and since it occurred in early summer, my family's vacation plans were canceled as were a number of my professional plans. Joe learned of my dilemma and at precisely the time when it was reasonable for me to leave town again, he called with a "special request." He had a seminar presentation that was very important to him and he indicated that I was the only person who could fill the bill. Could I come to Denver for three or four days, give a couple of speeches, and perhaps could we work in some golf at the Denver Country Club (DCC)? Also he suggested that perhaps it would be a good idea for us to attend a new golf tournament held just outside of Denver, called the International. As you may suspect, the seminar was a hastily arranged group of cronies who met only briefly. My presentations were short and over in plenty of time for some practice balls before we hit the first tee. There were other occasions when I did come to Denver to give formal presentations. One of these is particularly memorable and again involved Brigid. Joe and Perry established a lectureship in her honor. I was invited to give one of the lectures. I did not have the pleasure of knowing Brigid during her life, but that special day in Anaheim coupled with this event made me feel like I knew her. The Butterfields are positive people and not once did they mourn her death, but rather they celebrated her life. And so it was with the lectureship.
The evening before the lecture, Joe invited a medical school classmate of mine and his wife to join my wife and me along with the Butterfields for dinner at the DCC. There I learned that the classmate would be introducing me the next day. We spent a delightful evening of reminiscing and becoming reacquainted and enjoyed some particularly good cabernet sauvignon from Jordan Vineyards. Joe seemed to make a special point of courting my opinion about the wine, but then this did not seem unusual as I noted before, we shared a love of good wine. The day following the lecture, Joe and I played golf at the DCC early in the morning and finished just before lunch time. When we went in for lunch, we were ushered to a table where another gentleman was already seated. Joe did not immediately introduce him, but rather, again asked about the quality of the wine we enjoyed the night prior to the lecture at the DCC. Finally, after I was thoroughly taken in, he introduced me to Mr. Tom Jordan, the owner of the Jordan Vineyard.
Playing golf with Joe was always a special event. On one of my trips to Denver we had the first Butterfield Open Golf Tournament. In fairness, I must admit the competition was a bit soft, but nonetheless, I still treasure my prize of four crystal cocktail glasses imprinted with the DCC. Joe enjoyed the game thoroughly, but never achieved a skill level to his satisfaction. During one of our first rounds, I inquired about his handicap. He informed me it was "mostly my belly-you know, it is hard to swing around." Even though we really never competed head-to-head, he continued to urge me to play my best golf at the DCC. He was certain I could break 80, the magic number for serious amateurs. After several rounds in the 80s, and playing my heart out, I was equally convinced I could not break 80 on that course. Joe insisted we give it one more try the next day before my plane left. I shot 76 and the only person happier than I was Joe. He has an uncanny ability of bringing the best out in people regardless of the circumstances.
Joe's special causes are legion. His affection for Virginia Apgar and her pioneering work is now celebrated in a commemorative postage stamp in her honor. This never would have happened were it not for Joe's persistence against what seemed to be insurmountable odds. Virginia Apgar was also quite a musician and made all four instruments for a string quartet. Joe took it upon himself to raise money to buy the instruments and give them to Columbia University, where they are used to this day for special events.
Joe's work with the Denver Children's Hospital has always been a special love and he has raised a large amount of money in support of the hospital. In 1981, the Board of Directors and the medical staff awarded him a special recognition award. They also commissioned the L. Joseph Butterfield Chair of Pediatrics.
Some of Joe's other loves include limericks and jazz. He rarely opens a presentation without one or two specially crafted limericks and on this 70th birthday celebration, he was presented with a book of limericks from friends and family. His love of jazz music is legendary. He has arranged numerous medical meetings around jazz events. During the last SPRs in New Orleans in 1998, he organized a jazz reception at the Pimsol Club and convinced seven departments of pediatrics to share the expense. It was a huge success, but no one other than Joe Butterfield could have pulled this off.
A year or so ago, an Iowa junior medical student that I had had on service earlier in the year and with whom I had a mentoring relationship called me and indicated that she was going to spend a clinical month in Denver. She wanted to know if I knew of anyone whom she could lean on for some advice about Denver. Obviously, Joe and Perry immediately came to mind. As it turned out, they literally Joe and Perry Butterfield (on the left) enjoy a night out with family and friends. adopted her and her fiancé (see Figure) . If Joe didn't already have the title of perinatal ambassador for the US, he certainly would have been dubbed as the world's most gracious host.
Commonly, when dedicating a Festschrift, the honoree is either deceased or clearly at the end of a career. Joe Butterfield has completed several careers, but is by no means finished with his overall career of promoting good health for mothers and babies. Some time ago, Joe became a registered lobbyist at the Colorado General Assembly and he continues to teach a class on lobbying for children that is entitled, "How to be a Capitolist." He continues to be active in the American Academy of Pediatrics' Perinatal Section, and specifically with the Perinatal Section News. He manages pediatric and perinatal conferences in Aspen and at the University of Colorado, and we still frequently see Joe on the road as an invited lecturer.
These are a few of my personal reflections on Joe Butterfield, the man. His professional life undoubtedly will be more thoroughly chronicled by others. I have tried to share enough about this guy whom almost everybody knows, so that those who have not been fortunate enough to have been blessed by his acquaintance can savor some of the essence of this special man. For those who know him well, I hope you were warmed by my reflections on Joe and join me in wishing him many more years of bringing joy to all who know him.
